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spots, the annoyances of her life, her impru-
dences, her lack of tact, her noisily displayed
sentiments, her thirst for success, her dancing,
her turban, her circle of bright wits, her train
of gallants, and the supposed prodigality of
her favors. In order to annihilate the writer
they outraged the woman.

In the midst of these events M. de Stael
died. He had been regularly separated from
his wife in 1798; he had always cherished the
hope of recovering his embassy, and his wife's
disgrace stood in the way. But he obtained
nothing, after all. He was unhappy; he longed
to see his children again. Madame de Stael
decided to meet him at Coppet On the way
he died, in the month of May, 1802. Madame
de Stael was free. Her passion for Benjamin
Constant was a secret to no one, and every
one declared that they would marry. Love
in marriage, which had been the dream of her
youth, was still the burden of her writings.
" What! is it within the possibility of human
things that such happiness should exist and
yet earth know it not?" she writes in the
book on " The Passions.'1 " Is this union of
things possible, and yet to get it for oneself
impossible? "

But while she loved Benjamin Constant with
a jealous ardor, while she could not endure theacked Madame tie
